4*6                     TENNYSON   AND   HIS   FRIENDS
being taken, the thing itself seemed much easier than it looked at first.     It is now above three weeks since I have looked at it only as a thing that is to be, and I almost feel as if it would be strange if it were otherwise.     What the effect of it may be on my character and fortunes I do not trouble myself to prophesy. It will at least make me think many things easy which seemed unapproachably difficult a month ago.   It will teach me to keep accounts.     And it will give me some insight into the nature of a state-conscience, a state-reason, a state-understanding, and a state-character.     Many things  besides.     It may very likely ruin  my reputation, but I  am not sure that that would be an evil.     I should be much happier, I  think, without any reputation, not to add that if it were gone, I should be thrown upon my resources, which  might  after   all  turn out to be a better thing.     But let these things pass.     One thing is quite clear, that  I  could not spend  the next six months in any way by which I should gain so much either in knowledge or in power. My immortal work must, of course, be suspended, but what is six   months   in  an  immortality?     By the way, touching  my Falstaff Platonizing, I agree with you, as reported by Merivale, that the insertion of such a joke would be unbecoming in a Museum Academicum, the  more's the pity, for with the joke itself I was a good deal pleased.     But then, on the other hand, you will not let me prefix a serious introduction, explaining; the thing which it is meant to illustrate.     I can only suggest that   you should yourself write   an  introduction   refuting the said theory, if you really believe that the thing is worth putting in at all.    But let this also pass, for I see the bottom of my paper (by the way I suppose  I  must not say such a thing in the U.S.), and the chambermaid would fain be dismissed to her bed.     At present you may truly say that  I am going ahead, for I alone of the suite have arrived, and my master, by being unpunctual, has lost a day of fair wind.
At this time FitzGerald wrote to Laurence, the artist:
You have, of course, read the account of Spedding's forehead landing in America. English sailors hail it in the Channel, mistaking it for Beachy Head. There is a Shakespeare cliff, and a Spedding cliff. Good old fellow! I hope he'll come back safe and sound, forehead and all. Not swords,